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My Sweet Prince 


"Things can get out of a black hole both on the outside and possibly fo another universe. So if you feel you are in 
a black hole, dont give up - there's a way out." - Stephen Hawking on depression 


Depression is a weight around your shoulders, a literal black cloud that you may feel but will never see. You 
think that others don't notice it and you keep on going in the hope that the next day the clouds will fade and 


the sun will rise. 


| noticed it before he did. The slowing of his walk that was more than a broken leg. The dulling of his eyes. The 
split-second hesitation before he smiled for a photograph. His soul was dying and | could feel myself fading 
with him. 


For five weeks | didn't hear anything. No calls, no text messages, no emails, no random visits to, you know, hit 
the trails with our bikes. The radio silence screamed at me louder than Dave ever could until | finally cracked. | 
knew that my beautiful friend was suffering and was most likely doing so in silence. Depression, like so many 
invisible illnesses, is one that's exists in a chamber of quiet. lts owner dares not speak of it for fear of ridicule 


or disassociation. In Dave's case, | knew that any word of such an illness may make him appear weak in the 


eyes of the bro-fans that populated our shows. And there was no way that he would want to slip from 


stadium headliner to ageing club musician. 


As always, the gates to his house were firmly closed. | received no answer when | pressed the intercom. It's in 
moments like those that my mind goes in to overdrive. Highly creative people, people like Dave for example, can 
experience extremely euphoric highs. However, the crashes that follow can be lethal. | could only hope that he 


hadn't sunk so low as to believe that this life was no longer worth living. 


Thankfully, I've got the codes for Dave's house. Gates, doors, security systems. You name it, | can get through 
it. | was grateful to see his car parked on the drive. Yet the house was swamped with a thick, heavy feeling of 
desolation. There didn't appear to be anyone home. But | knew that I'd find him if | walked deep enough in to the 
building. 


| went from the hallway to the kitchen to the living area. | searched in the garage and peered in to the office- 
cum-studio above it. | crept up the stairs and looked in the bedrooms. Finally, | walked out of the back and in 
to the garden. 


There was no one in the pool, nor in the pool house where, so many years ago, we'd set up base to record 


Wasting Light. It was only when | rounded a corner that | saw a pair of sneakered feet. 


There, tucked away in an alcove and sheltered from the heat of the day, was the man | was looking for. He 
was stretched out along a stone bench with an empty bottle of whisky propped on a table beside him. My first 
instinct was to hold my fingers beneath his nose and | relaxed when | felt the breath of the sleeping man. 


| sat by his head and gently stroked his hair, mourning the man whose spirit was dying. In his place was a 
shadow of his former self, the infectious and child-like spirit becoming wizened and old. | could feel the decay 
and smell it seeping from his pores, a substance that, had it been visible, would have appeared to be black and 
tar-like. Tears prickled my eyes and | bent to kiss his forehead. | didn't want to lose my friend. Didn't want to 
lose the man that I'd loved for so long. But it would be his choice if he allowed his spirit to leave this world. | 
would be able to do nothing other than sit by and offer comfort as he slipped from one world to the next. 


"Dave," | murmured. "Dave, baby. You gonna wake up for me." 


The sleeping figure mumbled and twitched. | wound my arms around him and lifted his dead weight. Cradling 


him in my arms, | carried him to my car and away from the prison that he'd built around himself. 


He woke with a panicked wail as we hit the IOl, his eyes snapping open and flicking around. | reached out and 


placed a hand on his knee. 


‘Its okay. Dave, its okay. I'm sorry. | had to come and get you. | was worried" | fought with my emotions as | 


concentrated on the road before me. "| was so fuckin! worried. | hadn't heard from you for weeks and, well." 


| looked at him in the rearview mirror. His normally neatly brushed hair was a nest of black and his beard had 


become rough and unkempt. His eyes were ringed with the shadows of someone who wasn't living well and his 


skin was sallow. 


Composing myself, | squeezed my hand around his knee. "Dave, | love you more than you can imagine and to 
see you at the bottom of this pit is hurting me. | want to help you build a ladder so that you can get out. 
Because | know that you. This isn't forever, you know that, right?" 


Those dark, haunted eyes looked at me and | believed that | could see them glazing with tears. | gave Dave a 
tight smile and brushed the hair from his face. My beautiful friend, in so much pain and with nowhere to turn. 


If you plant seeds in the darkness of the soil and tend to them they grow into beautiful plants. | did the same 
with Dave. | stripped him off and showered him. | fed him his favourite foods and made him pots of coffee. | 
sat him in the sun and left guitars close by just in case the need should strike him. | tucked him in to bed and 


sent him to sleep with sweet kisses. | curled around him and whispered sweet nothings. 


Day by day he grew a little stronger. The anxiety that he'd carried since the previous tour seemed to be 
melting away and the sparkle was slowly returning to his eyes. He didn't speak about how he'd been feeling. 
Instead, he'd shown me by his silence and reluctance to do anything other than sleep and eat. He'd refused any 


kind of medical intervention, preferring to battle his brain alone. 
"Taylor?" 


| looked up from the meal that | was cooking and found him standing beside me. He was dressed in his 
customary black and looked healthier than he had done a few days before. There was a shine to his hair and 


his eyes appeared a darker brown than before. 
"Can | talk to you?" he asked. 


| nodded and gestured to the granite island beside the stove. He dropped himself on to one of the stools and 
propped his elbows on the smooth black surface. 


‘lm sorry," he said. 


Curious as to what he had to say, | turned off the heat beneath the pan and looked at him. "What are you 


sorry for?" 
"For how | behaved" 


| felt my heart break and | moved to sit across from him. "Dave, you have absolutely nothing to be sorry for. 
You can't be "on" all the time. You're not some battery powered toy. You're a human being with thoughts and 
emotions. And sometimes those thoughts and emotions take us to dark places. | know that you feel as though 
you have to be the permanently strong person, but you don't. You're allowed to get in to a pit and not want to 


come out. But, when you do want to come out, know that there's people who will help you to climb out. You're 


not alone, Dave. There are millions of others like you. And just as you inspire people through your music so 


your struggle will do the same for them. They'll know that they're not alone in this world” 


| reached out and wrapped my hands around his. His dark eyes stared at me with the love that I'd known for 
so long. | bent my head and kissed his fingers. 


"And you're not alone, either," | murmured. "lm here to stand up for you, as are the rest of the band and the 
wonderful people that we work with. And so will the rest of the world. They'll stand up and support you, too." 


He stood and walked around to me. He draped his arms around my neck and rested his head against my 


shoulder. He hugged me close and | felt his tears against my cheek. 


| could only reciprocate, holding him close as he cried away the pain that had been lurking in his soul. My hands 
stroked along his strong back and my lips found his temple. | once more whispered sweet nothings as we clung 


to one another. 


Through his tears, | could, as always, feel what he wanted to say. / need fo be strong | have to be strong No 


one will believe me. Everyone will hate me. lil be ostracised 
"You have nothing to fear, my sweet prince," | whispered. "Nothing at all. We're all here for you." 


Through the pain and through the tears, his lips found mine. My breath was taken away as the kiss quickly 
turned in to something deeper and far more passionate than I'd ever imagined it would. There was a desperate 
need in the kiss, a need to be loved and cared for and, in return, to love and care. | clung to Dave as though | 
was drowning, drinking in everything that this incredible man was. While his healing would take time, he knew 
that he was on the right path to recovery. 


| never finished cooking that meal. Instead, somewhere close to midnight, we ordered pizza and ate it in the bed 


that we'd fallen in to so many hours before. 


Hope is there. You just have to look for it. It may be in the person beside you. Or in the arms of the galaxies 
that stream across the sky. But it's there and it's waiting to make you feel that little bit better. 


